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out of you." A long chuckle followed this devastating
witticism.

On my return I was shewn the papers of a man who had
been arrested on a charge of espionage for Italy.
A single entry took my attention. " An old Somali says
that an Englishman, St. George, has gone down to the
Ogaden."

Even now I had alarming premonitions. Since our
conversation was always leading us back to the Ogaden, I
pretended an overwhelming interest in the view of the
country-side around us. The make-believe was a game
well worth while.

Diredawa is a collection of bungalows built by the
French when the town was their concession, in square
blocks, with electricity laid on. There is a bank, a barber's
shop, a series of Greek hotels and grocers, a French
consulate, houses of the railway administration and its
polyglot employees, tennis courts, and an Armenian
soccer ground.

It was a matter of a minute to get out of dusty Diredawa,
up a dry river bed carpeted in smooth mud. To the right
we passed a tumbledown house of stone and corrugated
iron ; an enclosure spotted with aged cannon, unwieldy
barrels on tiny wheels or rusted iron blocks. Some pointed
to heaven, others to Diredawa or to earth. Many lay
wearily on their sides, quite overcome with grass. Grass
grew rank over the compound. The Ethiopians are vague
about these guns ; all they know for sure is that they should
have been dragged all the way to Harrar, but the road was
too tiring and the guns too heavy, so they stayed just a
little outside, and a little above, Diredawa. They are said
to be of Austrian manufacture, and one legend connects
them with the Adowa campaign, another with the civil
wars after the death of Menelik.

We started to climb. The road, a good earth-road only
two years old, supplanted a more primordial track which
wound fantastically among the thin-bushed mountains to
the left. Spiny cactus and grey-green euphorbia, all knots
and crazy candelabra, fringed the older path along which
now and then protruded the gross heads of camels, swinging
forward, far away, over the dry riverbed. The only noise